





[A Fragment.] 


[ By P. B. W.] 





ye 4] “Mime record of Time, Barth may claim as its own; 
Since from cha otic gloaming emerging, 
Ainythic senescence around it is ihrown, 
Like dim rays iuto shadows divers 








W hen from darknesg the orb of eflulgent day, 
Shed its light oe World, ‘Tune presided, 

And earol’d in pride thro? the luminous way 
That the day spring in strength had provided. 

{sphere, 

Long ere the lost Pleiad liad stray’d from its 
Or the Chaldean captives contided, 

In the strengthning faith of Judea’s Seer, 
Thatihe Conquer King had derided, 





While Tadnpor’s rich marts,and iis crowded street, 
With tle loud din of commerce was sounding, 
Wien Babel was vising the skies to meet, 
Or wild shouts from proud Cliecops resoundi a. 
Whether Plodden’s red field, ov the bold crusades, 
Or of Jenn sad wel(ring and gory, [ raids, 
Or the thousand fields scourg’d with fierce hostile 
That are known to ws only in story. 
Time with each shifting scene 
Eyer mingled, nor passed by unheedinug, 
The erring, the fearfully wayward in erime, 
Or the pure marty’rd saints that were bleeding. , 





in youthful prime 











Time present is life, as in youth—so ina 
And this lesson he giyes—that the morrow, 

May dawu in its brightness on ea ch’s gilded stage, 
Or engulf us with tempests of sorrow. 








